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APOLOGIA POE TARUM 


Since the time when a weary world was young, 
The beauty of flowers pale youths have sung 
And immortalized in stirring rhyme 

The loves and the grace of a happier time, 

A time when enough for a poet to sing 

To awake with his song an echoing ring 

In the hearts of all who chanced to hear 

And sang with the singer standing near. 


We have progressed; we no longer feel 
The tender urge of a flower’s appeal 
Until men molded the grace of a flower 
With stone and steel in a splendid tower 
That flings itself against the cloud, 

A symbol triumphant, a gesture proud. 


But our hearts with its beauty did not ring 
Until a poet came by to sing. 


[ix] 


PURPLE STAINS 


PRELUDE 


I ask for nothing save the right to love: 


For to be loved would fill the slender glass 
That is my soul until it overflowed, 

And the red wine that is your love had spilled 
Upon the damask cloth dull men call life; 
And as the thirsty cloth absorbed the juice, 
Unthinking men would curse its purple stain, 
Forgetful that the wine had spilled because 

My soul was much too small to hold in full 
The splendor of your love. 


[3] 


LIVEN OTe pON se 


But after all, my dear, there are conventions; 
And that is why I did not bid you stay: 
Although I could have wept with happy an- 
guish, 
It would not do, you know, for me to say 
That you alone now reigned among the idols, 
My ancient gods to you now bend the knee; 
For when he laughed and loved on Mount 
Olympus, 
E’en Jove himself observed propriety. 
The splendor of you claimed affection’s tribute, 
My heart capitulated at your sight; 
But while my soul sang canticles and paeans, 
I had to be correct and say, ‘‘Good-night!”’ 


[4] 


PIANISSIMO 


Regret is such a foolish thing, 
A gilded cage where the wild birds sing 


A song as mournfully sweet as rain, 
Falling on fields of autumn grain: 


Repentance itself but a charming mask 
To fool the mind that would take to task 


A heart that beats with futile wing 
Against the cage where the wild birds sing. 


[5] 


SOLITAIRE 


I laughed a little when you went away; 

I tasted death when you did not return: 
The loves I found to take your place 

Are ashes in a brazen urn. 


[6] 


INITIATION 


The first red rose has faded; 
Purple petals on the ground: 
And naught remains of beauty 
Save the fragrance all around. 
But my heart with love is vibrant; 
Hope gladdens still my blood: 
Though the loveliest rose has faded, 
Still lovelier grows the bud. 


[7] 


NEW LAMPS FOR OLD 


When day is done, and life begins: 
In a quiet room apart 

The ghosts of all my former loves 
Proceed from out my heart; 

With all the pomp and circumstance 
That dead religions know, 

They pass in proud processional 
With measured step and slow. 

Though all my loves were beautiful, 
They view me with disdain; 

And I sigh a bit remorsefully, 
But my sighs speak not of pain. 


For there is no love like a new love 
Which springs from a love that is dead; 
And my heart goes out to a love that is new, 
As my soul to old wine rich and red. 


[8] 


SUPPRESSED DESIRES 


I wish I were as lovely as the seven sacred sins, 
With a lure and fascination all my own: 

I would gather bout me laughter, 

Wit and laughter that is youth, 
And beauty unadorned should be my throne. 


I would banish from my kingdom all responsi- 
bilities, 

I would banish all suggestion of a brain; 
There’d be nothing there that boasted aught 
But youthful grace and charm, 

There’d be naught but sweet temptations 

And the silt of purple stain. 


[9] 


MOON MADNESS 


Through the long summer night, with the moon 
on the river, 
And silence that’s broken by only the sound 
Of my heart calling softly for some one to love 
me, 
The song of the whippoorwills weaves me 
around 
With a spell in whose magic I swoon with de- 
sire, 
Its potent illusion enhancing your charms 
Until life without love for one hour seems mad- 
ness, 
And bewitched I’m enraptured in some 
other’s arms, 


[10] 


MERRY GO ROUND 


When one has loved too well, he quickly tires 
Of all that once had quickened his desires; 

The laugh, the wit, the voices of old friends 
He shuns when once a passing fancy ends: 

And then he seeks in newer ways to find 

The things that quicken not the heart but mind, 
As if the mind were not where passions start 
The fires that later on consume the heart. 


The mind, my dear, is where all passions blend 
And there find their beginning not the end 

Of all that makes our foolish lives worth while: 
What matter if the quick heart quicker beat 
And is too soon consumed in its own heat! 
The mind still reads the meaning in a smile. 
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STACCATO 


Now you believe, I don’t believe; 
And it’s there our difference lies: 
You look for wealth and life to come; 
I seek but a loved one’s eyes. 


You laugh at love, I laugh at life; 
And I’ve lived and loved a lot: 
You laugh at me because you have, 
I laugh that I have not 
A friend to call my very own, 
Or a love exclusively mine; 
I share my loves with come who may, 
And I laugh with friends when I dine. 


I will not waste my wisdom and wit 
On an audience of one: 

You'll add salvation to your wealth, 
But I'll have all the fun, 


[12] 


LA JEUNESSE 


For I care not to love 
Unless that I 

Can wake in my beloved 
A wish to die 
For love of me. 


There is no love in hearts 
That shrink from death, 
And dream not dreams in which 
With latest breath 
They call on me. 


Full often I have loved, 
As often died 

In arms whose idle strength 
Has crucified 
The love in me, 
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THE SUN SSICALL (BE DARE ee 


When one begins to thicken round the hips, 
He knows the lure of youth is on the wane; 

And so he grasps at every love that passes, 
For who can tell when love will pass again? 


In youth when hips are slim and figure slender, 
Love grows in great profusion everywhere; 
But when one’s girth is more than six and 

thirty, 
He deems the tawdriest rose an orchid rare. 


It’s then the future seems to lie before him 
A barren waste of bran and gluten bread, 
Then spinach takes the place of baked potatoes, 
And virtue like a vulture guards his bed, 


[14] 


THE FOOL’S PRAYER 


My heart is weary with the waiting, 
The waiting for a friendship that I crave: 
The birds in Spring are happy in their mating! 
Please God, I must be brave, 
I must be brave. 


My soul has languished with the yearning, 
The yearning with some other soul to blend: 
The field prepares for Winter’s grim returning! 
Please God, give me a friend, | 
Give me a friend. 


[15] 


ROMAN CGE OF THE “SPREE ITS 


My poor heart missed a beat or two 
Along a busy street, 
When I looked into laughing eyes 
I knew I'd like to meet, 
And caught a hint in laughing eyes 
That they had also recognized 
A mutual desire. 


But it would never do to stop 
And pass the time of day: 

So laughter died in laughing eyes, 
And we went on our way. 


[16] 


TO AN UNKNOWN 


I’m sure I could have loved you 
Had I dared to take the chance, 
For I read happy promise 
In your brief but meaning glance. 


I wanted then to stop you, 
To talk with you the while 
I revelled in your beauty 
And waited for your smile. 


For one eternal moment 
We to each other thrilled: 

What lovers great we might have been 
Had I dared, as I willed! 


[17] 


NOW<! LAY ME— 


The night is short; and yet you bid me sleep, 
When I’d much rather laugh and talk a while; 
For I a lonely vigil cannot keep 
To tell my beads when I’d much rather smile. 


I cannot sleep when there’s so much to say 
About the why and when, the where and 
what, 
We did together on some fairer day 
And plan to do to-morrow—but will not. 


[18] 


ASSIGNATION 


You called it a seal and a secret, 

When you crushed my lips with a kiss: 
Could a rose withhold its fragrance, 

Or wine its ineffable bliss? 


I can’t keep my heart from its singing, 
As I walk the sun-lit street, 

And my eyes must reveal their meaning 
Wherever we two shall meet. 


You called it a seal and a secret: 
And in secret I'll whisper your name, 
Though the world will know, in spite of 
myself, 
The secret and seal of my shame. 


[19] 


LOY Be tS ASMONT HOLD 


Somehow the lute’s been broken: 
I know I cannot sing 

The song that only yesterday 
So merrily did ring 

With a note of happy laughter 
And careless, mocking glee; 

For my beloved no longer loves, 
And another cares for me. 


And I dream of another, 
When I should dream of you; 

My heart was made for little loves, 
It never could be true. 

Though a love a little stronger 
May hold it for a while, 

The newest love too soon will fade 
When a newer love will smile. 


[20] 


TE-DE.UM 


You, too, have gone, the last of a long line 

Of those whom I have loved and once held dear: 
I wait in the hushed silence of the night 

As one who in a fog knows not the way, 

Nor hopes for aught save that the coming day 
May bring surcease from pain and lonely fright; 
Yet I have loved, and loving do not fear 

That love is not all beautiful and fine. 


I do not fear to love; I fear to live 

To see the day I can no longer give 

The best of all I am, all I possess 

To ease the path of one I’ve scarcely known: 

You’ve gone, thank God, else you too might 
have grown 

Into a friend I’d rather curse than bless. 


[21] 


ABANDONED 


The rain that falls throughout the April night 
Consoles me for the loss of all you brought 
In love and laughter, 
Though wakeful I may pass the night alone 
And weary greet the morning 
That comes after. 


[22] 


DE ek ORIN DTS 


I have sinned, Jesu, a dreadful sin, 
And my heart burns in the flame, 

A flame that sears my. very soul 
With devastating shame. 


I come, Jesu, to kneel within 
Thy passion’s sacred shrine, 

To weep, to pray, to drink, Jesu, 
Thy spilled blood’s ruddy wine. 


Upon the cross my sins have wrought, 
Hear me, my God above, 

And pity a soul self-crucified 
On the cross of a shameful love. 


[23] 


ANEMONE 


I lay alone, and long I laughed aloud 

And from my laughter wove a purple shroud 
In which to lay the scarcely cold remains 

Of love that died e’er eased its labor pains. 
All the warm beauty I conceived and wrought 
In my own heart, I on the impulse brought 
To life for you, who could not see the worth 
Of love that lived, and living died at birth. 


But I'll remember always how love passed 
In all its splendid strength and sprang unbid 
From the exultant heart that was its womb. 
The spirit of my love, love will outlast 
Although to it fulfillment is forbid; 

And I shall laugh a requiem at love’s tomb. 


[24] 


SOrn rs FICA TE 


I’m weary of the old sins; 
I'll not sin any more, 
Unless I find a new sin 
I never tried before: 


Then I'll enjoy that new sin, 
Its pleasures and its pain, 

Until the new becomes the old 
And I am bored again. 
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HARDY PERENNIAL 


And out of the ashes that fill my heart 
There springs a love that is new; 

Among the loves I had thought were dead, 
There must have remained a few 

In whom the seed of desire still lived 
To blossom again in you. 


You must be the flower of many a love, 
As I never before gave to one 

Without wishing for even a fairer love 
E’er the love I enjoyed were done. 


[26] 


PA PLAIN vTe DU-PHILTANDRE 


It’s just a repetition of the same old thing: 
The bird I held within my hand again is on the 
wing; 


And so with hope upspringing whence wilder 
birds have flown, 

I wonder why the love I have is not the love I’ve 
known. 


For there are many wild birds I’ve held within 
my hand; 

And there are many tame birds who come at my 
command; 


But I regret a wild bird whom I alone had 
trained, 

Who wiser now flies wilder and will not be re- 
strained 


By the love I once rejected with a laugh and 
bitter scorn: 

Yet it’s only for the wild bird I’m glad that I 
was born. 


[27] 


SOLILOOUN WO Bist H Be SENsE Nie 
FOOLISH VIRGIN 


Why should one want to live, 
If the end of life is gain, 

To seek for wealth not happiness, 
To shun the boon of pain; 

To live a life protected, 
From want and sin secure, 

To be an empty-sounding vase, 
Safe, and fat, and pure; 

To quell the heart’s desires 
With creeds and morals cold; 

To miss the shock of passion 
And then, alas, grow old? 


[28] 


SUNDAY MORNING 


I lie in bed with my little sins 
And count them o’er and o’er; 
But the more I count, the less I count 
Than I could count before. 


For little sins, like little loves, 
Are pleasant for a day; 

Then just as one gets used to them, 
They’ve up and gone away. 


Too soon my little sins are gone, 
And the angels sing the while 
I climb the path of virtue— 
But the devil hides a smile. 


[29] 


BALLADE FRAGMENTATIRE 


Ten per cent of us all are fools; 
Ninety per cent are wise: 

The wise will say it can’t be done; 
The fool goes out and tries. 


The wise had patted their foolish girth 
And said that it couldn’t be done: 

A slim young fool with a laugh in his eye, 
Tried for the goal and won. 


For ten per cent of us all are fools; 
Ninety per cent are wise: 

The wise will say it can’t be done; 
The fool goes out and tries. 


[30] 


PI StHouwLl Dp WORRY 


The clergy are always after me, 
Insisting that I repent; 

And it’s grateful I am for their courtesy, 
But praying won’t pay the rent. 


Heaven may be all they say that it be; 
But happiness here is my goal 

And I care not what becomes of me 
When I’m put in a six-foot hole. 


[31] 


THE NEW CANONIZATION 


The virtue that lies in a highball 
May make a saint out of me; 
It is the only way I know 
To be happy, good and free. 


A long cool drink in a tall green glass, 
With the proper dash of gin, 
Makes virtue quite as charming 
As a lurid, purple sin. 


With the second glass I’m holy; 
With the third, beatified; 

With the fourth and fifth I’m blessed; 
With the sixth I’m sanctified. 


In fact this potent virtue 

Makes the reddest sin seem pale, 
And so I'll seek salvation 

In a glass of ginger ale. 


[32] 


Pia Oe on JOU SAN CT Ty 


I know there are onions in Heaven; 
For they have a heavenly smell, 

A smell like the smile of. a long-lost friend 
Who has good news to tell. 


Roses are lovely and fragrant, 
But whoever tasted them fried? 
And lilies are nice to lay on the breast 
Of one who has lately died. 


But onions—aroma immortal! 
That smother a steak done well! 

I know there are onions in Heaven, 
For they have a heavenly smell! 


[33] 


PHILOSOPHIAE SUMMA 


There is nothing in life that’s important; 
For death I don’t give a damn: 

I don’t want to be fat or immortal, 
I’m content to be just what I am. 


[34] 


qoasm / 
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